
Rounds

Black Socks

Black socks, they never get dirty

The longer you wear them the blacker they get.

Sometimes, I think I should wash them 

But something inside me says maybe “not yet.”

Not yet. Not Yet.

London’s Burning

London’s burning, london’s burning!

Fetch the engines! Fetch the engines!

Fire! Fire! Fire! Fire!

Pour on water. Pour on water.

Hey Ho, Nobody’s Home

Hey, ho, nobody home.

Meat nor drink nor money have I none.

Yet, will I be merry.

